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The Quest for UHimate Coffee 


Author's Notes: 


"This coffee," proclaimed Warlord, "is unacceptable." 


This sudden declaration broke the tenuous silence at the breakfast table, where Olli and Jussi were eating. Olli 
was eating fruit snacks, because he had trained himself to subsist on nothing but raw sugar and the power of 
rock and roll. Jussi had been slowly scooping and then pouring out the same spoonful of cereal for half an hour 
while attempting to focus away his migrainous hangover. Both cringed at the tone of their noble leader's voice; 
it was the same tone he used when he was about to say something like "I do not trust the air-plane; ready a 
boat instead" or "This ‘sound technician’ is clearly inferior in his field, and should be killed" 


Surely a terrible and morally questionable imperative statement was to follow. 


"Can't you hear me?" cried Warlord, slowly working his way up to a full-blown roar. "This is an unacceptable 


beverage. It sickens me. Something must be done." 
Jussi contemplated drowning himself in his cereal. 


"What about the coffee is..sickening?" asked Olli. It was, admittedly, instant coffee that they'd found in a dusty 


drawer in a hotel several countries away. 

"It is tepid and weak, like your skill in single combat," replied Warlord, immediately recalling their last attempt at 
sparring, which had ended with Olli weaponless and hiding in the cupboard of their tour bus next to some 
Kleenex. Jesper had found him there several hours later when he went to look for some more pretzels. 

"And what do you want us to do about it?" said Olli, and was immediately hit with a wave of harrowing regret. 
"Jussi, get your face out of that milk - we are going to find better rations." 

Jussi looked up, a single cheerio sliding sadly down his cheek 

"Why?" he croaked. (Milk actually really burns when you get it up your nose) 


"I do not deign to suffer quiet indignities,” said Warlord, which was code for "because | said so". 


"Oh," said Jussi, which was code for "I'll do what you say, please don't start breaking the furniture again, we 
just replaced the futon and | sleep there." 


Warlord jumped to his feet quickly, causing the crappy plastic chair he'd been seated in to topple over 
backwards onto the linoleum. 


"We ride at noon," he intoned, and then strode out the door. 


Where, exactly, he thought he was going (considering they were currently holed up in a small hotel in 
Germany) was not something that either Olli or Jussi wanted to know. If worse came to worse, he'd eventually 
suck up his pride and find a payphone to call someone to come and find him, as often happened in the cities 
when Warlord felt the need to leave dramatically without bringing a map. He claimed that the cities of today 
were designed very poorly. Olli privately believed that Warlord had no sense of direction. 


But today he made it back on his own, and proceeded to berate his troops for their poor form in preparing for 
the mission. Admittedly, Olli hadn't thought he'd need his daggers on a coffee run, but knowing their fearless 
leader, they'd probably wander into a peat bog on the outskirts of the city and be accosted by bog-monsters. 
"But why do | need my violin?" asked Olli. 


"Just in case," said Warlord. 


"In case of what?" 
"Yes." 


And so the mighty trio soldiered out into the day, weapons concealed as well as they could be, in search of a 


palatable coffee beverage. 


"We could always just go to Starbucks," said Olli, trotting along at Warlord's heels. 
"What is a Star Bucks?" asked Warlord, stopping suddenly so that Olli walked straight into his rigid spine. 


"Err, they sell coffee,” said Olli, rubbing his nose. "You must've seen them. Big green logo with a questionable 


mermaid on it..." 


"Oh, yes. | believe | have seen many such Starbices," said Warlord. His brow furrowed. "Why are they 


networked so?" 
"Because-" started Olli. 


"A series of coffee beacons, lining the city streets..truly, they must be positioned to guard something 


spectacular." 
"No," said Olli. 
"We should assault their fortress at once." 
"NO," said Olli. 


"We'll make our first attack..through that one." Warlord pointed to the Starbucks across the street, the one 
Olli had noticed in the first place. 


"Jussi and | are leaving now," said Olli, hurriedly stepping back. 


"You will be ridiculed for your cowardice in tales to come," said Warlord happily, and pulled his broadsword out 


of his left pant leg. 


Olli and Jussi decided to make their way back to the hotel. They would wait it out, and when a frothing Warlord 
came back, tramping dirt up the stairs and into the room, they would pretend that someone was interloping in 

their bathroom and then, when he came to investigate, wrangle him into the bathtub and hold him there until 

most of the blood came off. Just like they usually did. No big deal, really. 


Oh, God. He was really going for it. 


Olli and Jussi made a quick dash around the corner of the nearest building (because if you don't see it happen, 
it's like it didn't happen at all) as Warlord hefted his sword and charged across the street, valiantly dodging 
traffic all the way. 


Damned LARPers, thought a man in a minivan as he swerved frantically around the bellowing Finn in the street. 


Warlord collided with the plate-glass front of the Starbucks in rather a spectacular fashion, both the 
momentum of his body and the edge of his sword shattering it instantly. A shower of broken glass exploded 
inward, followed by a pale-eyed man wearing scruffy jeans and a scarf that had been very carefully fixed to 
look like it had simply been thrown on (Olli wouldn't let him wear his leathers off the stage, no matter how 
much he protested). 


The patrons inside screamed in horror, grabbing their beverages and even risking coffee burns in their haste 
to escape this attack. 


"| WANT TO KNOW WHAT YOU'RE HIDING!" roared Warlord. "ALSO, | WOULD LIKE SOME FRENCH ROAST!" 
"Holy shit, that's it, | am quitting," said the barista, flinging his apron off as he fled the building. 


The neon sign in the newly demolished window swung ominously back and forth a few times before crashing to 


the ground in a shower of pretty green sparks. 


Warlord stood, unfolding from his perfect three-point stance, and surveyed the newly-vacated café. A bus 


honked at him from the street. But no one had bothered to remain and fight. How pathetic. 


He swaggered over to the counter, where a single latte sat abandoned. The name "Andreas" was hastily 


scrawled on the paper cup in black sharpie. 


"| have won," said Warlord. "| seize this grande café latte, non-fat milk, no whipped cream, in the name of the 


Varangian Guard." Then he took a sip of the coffee. 


It was not a terrible latte. It was a perfectly adequate drink. But it was not what he was looking for. It was not 
a truly excellent coffee. Also, what was with the non-fat milk? 


Enraged, Warlord threw "Andreas" at the nearest wall, splattering coffee everywhere, including on himself. This 
made him even more angry at the subpar concoction, so he impaled it on the end of his sword as well. He was 
vigorously attempting to dislodge the paper cup from the end of his sword, screaming out his battle cry, when 
he noticed something odd. 


He stopped in mid- WAAAAUUUUGH and lowered his chin, which had been defiantly raised to the skies, to 


examine something on the floor. It was a perfectly square-shaped crack in the floorboards..or so it appeared. 


But upon further inspection, it seemed to be a trap door. 


"This must lead to the central fortress,” croaked Warlord, because he had started to go a little hoarse from 
all the shouting. He sort of wished he hadn't thrown all the coffee on the floor and then stabbed it; he could 


have used something to drink. 


He felt around the trap door and then shoved the tip of his sword underneath it to get it open. (That poor 
broadsword had seen a lot of unorthodox uses in its time. Ask it about its time hanging in the kitchen and 
being used as a can opener.) The door swung open to reveal a flimsy rope ladder leading down into the murky 
dark. From below came the mystical, alluring scent of coffee beans. Warlord was getting closer to his goal, and 
to the truth behind these many Starred Bucks. He grabbed ahold of the rope ladder and swung himself down. 
But he had only descended a few rungs when the aging rope frayed and broke beneath his weight. 


Fortunately, his voice finally gave out completely, so he only screamed like a little girl for maybe two seconds 


tops as he plummeted to his probable demise. 


As he sailed through the air, bracing for impact, there came a sudden sound, an odd crunching, like someone 

balling up a piece of paper on which they had written a very bad piece of fanfiction in preparation to throw it 
away. But louder, and without the faint whiff of shame. And it was close, too. The sound was rhythmic, and as 
Warlord's body was suddenly buffeted with tufts of air, he realized what it was: not crunching at all, but the 


flapping of mighty wings! 


The next thing he knew was the almost bone-crushing impact of landing on top of something large and scaly 
and moving He had managed to recover his voice just in time to let out a triumphant YEAAAAAAUGH as he 
rolled quickly onto his belly and held on tight to a very large and slightly coffee-scented dragon. The 
gatekeeper. 


"What's all that, then?" said the dragon, sounding bemused as it drifted in slow circles through what was 


revealed to be a dimly-lit stone chamber. It spoke with a Cockney accent for no apparent reason. 


"You've made a right mess of the place, haven't you?" it continued, somehow making Warlord feel rather 
sheepish just with the sheer righteous indignation it radiated without even looking at him. It was just like his 


mother. "Breaking windows, stabbing floors- | ask you. Is it too much to ask for one day's peace round here?" 


"I have come to seek acceptable coffee," said Warlord, waving his sword around vaguely behind the dragon's 


giant head. Maybe it would catch the glint out of the corner of its eye and be very intimidated. 


"And you couldn't just order yourself a bloody mochaccino? Fuckin’ ‘ell," said the dragon, continuing to be a 


horrible English stereotype. 


| have tasted your latte offerings,” said Warlord. "You have been found wanting. What lies beneath, within 
these vaults?" 


"What is a Starbucks dragon ever guarding? Coffee, of course." 
"Coffee of the Many-Starred Buck?" 


"What- no. No, this is special coffee. If we were to unleash it on the world too soon, there would be crisis. 
People aren't prepared for the Ultimate Coffee." (The dragon spoke in such a way that you could hear how it 
was capitalizing Ultimate Coffee. It was also capable of speaking in bolded and italicized text) The dragon 
coasted gently toward the floor, which was silty with coffee grounds. 


‘I'm here to guard the Ultimate Coffee against intruders That's you, mate. Not a lot of people make it this far." 
"There wasn't much resistance," said Warlord. 


‘Most people are too intimidated by our disturbingly friendly staff," said the dragon, coming to land on the 
floor at last. "Now. Normally I'd eat you, but you're just bone and sinew. Hardly any fat on you. Probably no 
taste at all. How about | just look over there, and you take a feeny-tiny bit of the Ultimate Coffee. Promising 


you'll not go spreading it around, of course." 


Warlord slid off the dragon's back and rolled before coming to his feet. He dusted himself off and hefted his 
blade. "How do | get to the Ultimate Coffee?" he asked. 


"You've got to traverse the vaults, of course,” said the dragon. "Now bugger off, before | change my mind" 


Warlord buggered right off. 


A couple of hours later, he was beginning to regret not holding the dragon at swordpoint. 


He'd been stumbling through dusty, torch-lit corridors, occasionally tripping over things he couldn't see in the 
dark. The scent of coffee was getting stronger, and yet he was traveling blindly. He could just as easily get lost 
forever and starve to death, his corpse left posed dramatically for the next interloper to find. He found 
himself now in a narrow hallway and walked with one hand on the rough-hewn stone wall. Perhaps..perhaps Olli 


and Jussi had been right. Perhaps coffee was not so important after all. 
„no, it definitely was. 


Newly refreshed in his purpose, Warlord turned a corner and found himself entering another large chamber. 
The scent of caffeine was in the air. Was he nearing the Ultimate Coffee at last? He strode forward..and came 


face to face with several very large rats. They were about the size of horses, actually. And they looked 


hungry. 


But Warlord was filled with unslaked bloodlust, and he charged forward, sword in hand. 


"EAAAAAAARRGH'" he bellowed, slicing the first rat in half. 

| have a family, the second rodent tried to plead. Unfortunately, though fluent in Swedish, English, and Finnish, 

Warlord did not speak Rat, and merrily cut down the cowering and terrified horde, flinging evenly-cut rat guts 
around like morbid confetti, and screaming all the while. 

It was over very quickly, and, wiping rat blood from his eyes, Warlord clambered over the bodies of the slain 
to view a large marble fountain. It was not just any fountain: it was the fountain of Ultimate Coffee, from 


whence the perfect coffee bubbled. 


It would take him another ten minutes to reach it, because he was very tired and it was all the way across 


the room. 

But he did, finally, arrive at his destination. Triumphant, wailing, etc., he pulled a goblet from the hand of a 
grotesquely contorted corpse on the floor and filled it with the warm liquid of the gods. Then he raised it to 
his lips and took a sip. 


The coffee was- still not up to his finely-honed European standards, actually. A little burnt-tasting. How 
disappointing. 


Warlord sighed - he had finally run out of shouting energy, and wished he'd brought a granola bar to replenish 
his strength - and started to make the long and arduous trek out of the dungeon and back to his team. 


Disappointment seemed to make the walk even longer, and by the time he'd made it back to the first chamber, 
threatened the dragon to the point of tears to get it to lift him back out of the trap door he'd fallen through, 
and staggered home covered in rodent blood, he was exhausted. 


But there was one more task waiting for him. 


"Oh, God!" cried Olli, flinging a hand over his forehead in despair just as Warlord entered the room. "There are- 
uh, Swedes! In- in the bathroom" 


"Swedes?!" snarled Warlord. The lkea-building bastards. How dare they?! 
"Yes, Swedes! Very burly! Who knows what they might do?" 

"Wait," said Warlord, hesitating. "It's not just Engstrand again, is it?" 
"nol" exclaimed Olli. "These ones are scary, and have weapons!" 


"Oj, ja, | am a meatball-eating Swede," Jussi taunted from the bathroom, where he lay in wait. "Anden and an- 


DEN are pronounced differently!" 


"NO THEYRE NOT" roared Warlord, charging into the tiny bathroom, where he was abruptly tackled from 


behind by Jussi, who wrapped him in a towel. 


Olli and Jussi dragged the kicking and flailing bundle of Warlord into the bathtub and scrubbed him of rat blood 
(which had begun to smell in addition to looking really horrifying). 


Then Olli made some nice tea. 


Warlord discovered that he was quite fond of jasmine. 


